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time to start writing again! So | hope you all enjoy this super self-indulgent smut | decided to start out with lol 
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Everything had started out fairly innocent, and to outsiders it still was. On paper Axl and Baz remained as 
nothing more than two best friends with a pact- watch California go up in smoke as they held the kerosene and 
matches, or burn themselves out in the process of doing it. They could be found in clubs sat before platters 
filled with every substance imaginable, throwing parties in the gunner's condo, and cruising down I-10 in Ax's 
slick BMW with hard hitting music playing so loud you could hear it just driving past them- not that it was 
usually possible to do so, the gas pedal being pressed to the floor like they were dodging the cops. 


If you looked up the definition of partners in crime you'd find a picture of the rockstars, wicked smirks etched 


on their faces. 


Even with their infamy, the two had just about everyone eating out of their palms; sitting atop thrones made 
from their own inflated egos and fame with thousands gathered ‘round to worship them. Even when the media 
tried to crucify them for the sake of sales and viewership both singers always reigned supreme in the end. All 
eyes stayed on them; everyone either wanting to be them, mee? them, fuck them, or condemn them in the 


case of some enemies they'd made along the way. 


Even knowing that, after a few months of friendship they'd chose to begin dancing with the Devil and somehow 
they'd been able to luck out so far. 


When the curtains were drawn and the paparazzi had no way of monitoring them, their dynamic took a shift. 
Instead of setting the whole damn planet alight, the two opted for sparking up a joint.. and inevitably blazing a 
trail all the way to the bedroom. 


What could Axl say? He was weak for pretty blondes, and with smoke swirling in his lungs, as it usually was 
when they were alone, it had only made the other man's advances that much harder to ignore-not that he 
wanted to, anyway. All the pot did was loosen him up, make him a little easier, it wasn't as if he couldn't make 


good decisions. 


No, his judgements were sound He was sure of it, not doubting himself for a second as he let out a soft sigh. 
Axl's head tilted back to rest atop his couch's backrest. Vapour mixed with the man's breath and he watched 
it swirl upward from his lips before dissipating, falling into the comfort of oh so familiar affection. 


A hand wandered along the ginger's thigh, teasing its way higher with less than pure motives. Needy kisses 
were being pressed against Axl's neck at the same time, bleached hair tickling the side of his face. The long 
forgotten movie still playing on Axl's television provided the backdrop for their sin, along with a hazy light that 
kept the room illuminated. 


Blue eyes cast down, and as if he sensed it, Baz looked up right after. He wore an overly innocent smile 


considering what his goals were, long eyelashes fluttering softly. 


"Please, daddy," He murmured, voice barely loud enough to be heard over the background noise. 


"Please! what?" Axl replied coolly, the response almost scripted at this point- their game of give and take 


coming naturally by now. 


The younger singer stuck out his lower lip then, eyebrows knitting ever so slightly as he pouted. Axl could 
almost swear he heard a whine coming from his lover as well, but with a particularly loud scene playing out 
from the television it was impossible to know for sure. 


Ax studied Sebastian closely, watching as the other man's tongue poked out to swipe across his lower lip, teeth 
sinking into the swell of flesh. He seemed to evaluate his options, not that he had many to choose from. Before 
the temperamental redhead could snap at him to get on with it, though, Baz opened his mouth. 


"You know what | want." 


The response was just as instantaneous as Axl's last. A wicked smirk crosses features then, the hand he'd left 
static on Baz's leg suddenly moving upward. Fingers curl underneath Sebastian's chin, thumb resting at the 
front to properly hold the man in place. There's a flicker of excitement in his eyes as Axl draws his face near- 
and the ginger is more than aware that he's giving the blonde exactly what he was hoping for. He'd opted for 
disobedience while being well aware of what'd it'd bring. 


"You don't call the shots here, sugar. If | tell you to ask for it then you do, if | want you to beg then you'll get 
on your fucking knees like a good boy. Do | make myself clear?" The last sentence was rhetorical, Axl's tone left 


no room for argument. He knew it too, face smug as he awaited his response. 


Baz nodded then as best as he could with the hold on his jaw. A shiver ran down his spine, hypersensitive to 
the warm air that hit his face. Brown eyes glanced down to Axl's lips for just a second, and the dominant male 
was certain he could read his lover's mind. Baz wore his thoughts plain on his face as he calculated the 
distance between their mouths and determined his next moves with the idea that he'd really like to make it 


nonexistent. 


"Yes, daddy," Baz agreed. 


"So lets try this again- ‘please’ what?" 


The blonde let out a shaky breath, cheeks flushing red. The sight delighted Ax to no extent, enjoying just how 


flustered he was able to make the other singer. 


"P-please give me some attention.. | want you, daddy." 


As a reward Axl gives Sebastian what he so desperately craves, crashing their lips together in a kiss that 
takes no time getting heated. The hand that once gripped Baz's chin moves to cup a cheek instead, and the 
other is already snaking down to get a grip on the younger singer's ass. From there he uses his leverage to 


coax Sebastian into his lap- the weight settling directly over, and drawing attention to Axl's stiffening cock. 


They've done this enough times that Baz doesn't need any prompting, the feeling beneath him being enough to 
get his hips beginning to roll at a languid pace. Arms reach up to drape loosely around Axl's neck as the 
younger singer draws his face back ever so slightly- taking only one deep inhale before desperately connecting 


the two again. 


The ginger stays true to his thorough, perfectionist nature; taking the time to explore the other man's mouth 
in its entirety as if he hadn't made himself familiar with it countless times before, licking alongside the other 
tongue he encroaches on. The taste of cigarettes, weed and beer mix between the two into a flavour that's 
not particularly good yet intoxicating in this context all the same. Vocal and responsive as always, Baz moans 


softly- Ax swallowing the sound before pulling away with a soft bite to Sebastian's lower lip. 


At that point Axl redirects his affection, kisses and nips being left in his wake while focusing on Baz's neck- a 
spot which seemed to have a direct connection to the man's dick, that is if their previous encounters were 
anything to go off of. A breathy little moan passes Sebastian's lips then to confirm his enjoyment as he tilts 
his chin up, head leaning more to the side so Ax has better access- something which the man takes advantage 


of right away. 


Lips glide smoothly up the soft skin, leaving their next kiss at the junction where Sebastian's neck and chin 
connect. The sweet affection is immediately followed with a bite hard enough to leave a mark, drawing a cry 
out of the younger singer and a particularly hard rut down against Ax. The action makes it undeniable how 


hard both of them are, the rigid shape of Sebastian's cock pressing firmly against his own. 


It's so fucking tempting, and Axl had never been one to deny himself of any urges.. 


So he doesn’t He can't. His fate was sealed before he even invited Sebastian over; and if he'd somehow had any 
chance of redirecting things beyond that point, the opportunity was forcefully revoked after his lover began 


whining above him. 


"Axl- daddy, p-please." The blonde squirms then, petulant as he now begged for even more. "Stop teasing... l- 


let's go to your room." 


Its not a bad plan, Axl decides. In fact, he was already thinking about it himself. All it takes to spur the two 
into action is the ginger pulling his face away, blue eyes meeting brown ones blown wide with lust. He nods, and 
in a second Baz has his hands sliding down Axl's 's chest as he brings himself to stand. What they'd both been 
craving was so close Axl could almost taste it, and it seemed to require no communication for both to 


determine the same thing- the race was on 


If their affection was needy before, now it's just depraved. The name of the game becomes speed; actions 
driven by lust and a newly rekindled desperation. The two act as if they'd been celibate for months, finally 
finding an outlet for their sexual desires; when in reality it was only three days ago in which they'd last found 
themselves in this position. Axl'd found himself put off by that at first, not sure how to take the way 


Sebastian was immune to his tendency to get borea of things as time went by. 


Now he finds he likes it though, lives for it even. In a world where thrills no longer caused an adrenaline rush 
and drugs were starting to get boring, he finds solace in the way he can rely on one thing to both provide him 


with stability and excitement all at once. He never grew tired of Sebastian 


Not of stripping off the blonde's shirt as he guided them toward the bedroom. Not of trailing his hands down 
the flat expanse of Baz's chest while stealing sloppy kisses, or of hitting his hip off the stupid console table sat 


below the hallway mirror. 


Axl drew a shaky breath at the sharp pain, Sebastian's eyes looking apologetic only for Ax to shake his head 
before he could speak up. 


"S‘fine. Keep going," he demands, and with that long fingers gripped the hem of his cotton shirt and had it lifted 
above his head free of any further hesitation. Next was the button on his jeans while Axl mirrored the action 
for Baz's black skinnies. They stumbled further, pants eventually being kicked off about a foot away from their 


goal. A few more steps after that and Axl was pinning the other man to his door. 


By now they were clad in nothing but their boxers, a trail of their clothing scattered behind them to visually 
tell the story of what they'd been up to. They say a picture is worth a thousand words- but if the paparazzi 


could get a photo from the living room of the mess the two rockstars had left, itd probably be a scandal 
worth far more than that. 


There is no media though, no cameras or judgmental faces, no weight of the world resting on their shoulders- 
it's just Sebastian and Axl in their own litle private paradise. The ginger smiles at that notion, kissing Baz yet 
again as he wraps one arm around the man's waist for support and uses his free hand to turn the knob and 


push the door open. 


Against the very back wall, smack in the middle sits Axl's California king sized bed. The layout is so familiar 
that Baz doesn't bother turning around, fingers hooking into the waistband of his own underwear to shimmy 
them off- falling backward as soon as the backs of his legs hit the sik sheets spread across Ax's mattress. 
He giggles, bouncing slightly on impact before wiggling himself up a bit higher so his head rests on the pillows. 


Following hot on the younger singer's heels, Axl situates himself atop the bed, moving on all fours as he crawls 
up the stretch of Sebastian's body. Once they're face to face he looks down with a lecherous grin. Red hair 
falls forward, tickling Baz's face as his eyes follow the way Axis chain swings slightly in front of them- the 
diamond encrusted cross catching the light. The ginger can't help but find it ironic to see Baz get distracted by 
something such as that when what's about to follow is probably the furthest from anything it's meant to 


represent. 


When brown eyes snap back up to meet blue ones once again, though, they come with a hand meeting the back 
of Axl's neck to draw him down for a kiss far more gentle and sweet then any of the ones the Axl initiated. He 
lets Sebastian have his moment, following along with the soft motions. The hand which was once at Axl's 
hairline now works its way over his shoulder, down along his pectoral muscle only for fingers to zero in on 


Axl's nipple ring. 


The two part for air then, and Baz wastes no time taking his opportunity to tease a little. Warm metal twists, 
eliciting a soft groan from Axl. A look of delight spreads across Sebastian's face, clearly pleased with himself 


at the reaction he received. 


If Axl had been a little less /oose, he probably would have taken his control back; remembered his role and the 
way he preferred to present in the bedroom. For a moment though he allows himself to just enjoy being felt, 
adored by someone who he could trust and who wanted nothing more from him than his time. Sebastian- as 


always- is more than happy to do anyway. 


Below him Baz snickers, smiling as his hands drift down lower to feel along the expanse of Axl's toned abdomen. 
He follows the natural dip of Axl's muscles in a mindless fashion before his fingers reach the man's black 
boxers. For a second he toys with the waistband, but when Axl merely raises an eyebrow at him, its then 
that Baz takes a more direct approach. 


His hand moves down just a bit more, palm resting against the firm shape of Axl's cock. He rubs along the 
length from overtop of the cotton separating them, earning a sigh from the ginger. Still, its obviously not 
quite what he wants- and Sebastian is more than happy to voice that. 


"Take ‘em off?" He asks, wearing a pout which never fails to amuse the ginger. "I think you're a little 


overdressed, Ax..." 


Axl can't help but chuckle then. Baz never had much patience when it came to these types of things. If it 
wasn't near instant gratification then it was chalked up to the ginger conspiring to make him work 
unnecessarily for something he should really just be given Which, yeah, maybe Axl was- be he always gave in 
easy enough. Sebastian could thank his cuteness for that, those big doe eyes being enough to bend Ax to his 


will- not that the man would ever admit it. 


"Someone's gotta keep you humble, make you actually put in some effort for something" Axl hums, leaning his 
face back down to rest just in front of Sebastian's. His warm breath can be felt on the other man's skin, and 


Axl merely smirks. "If you want ‘em off then you can do something about it.” 


He pulls away then, a small huff of disappointment leaving Baz's lips in response at the distance. The blonde still 
finishes undressing Axl, though, dragging the fabric down slowly just so he can watch as his lover's cock 
springs free from its confines. From there Axl works the material off the rest of the way, kicking it 


somewhere further down the bed. 


After a moment of gawking, Baz lifts his hand in what Axl assumes is an effort to properly rub him. He's a bit 
slow though, taking too much time to stare (of course Ax doesn't mind having his ego stroked a bit) before 
acting; and so Axl beats him to the punch. His own fingers drop down to graze lightly along the blonde's shaft, 
making it twitch at the sudden contact after being forgotten for what feels like eternity to the debauched 
male. Sebastian's raised hand drops down to the sheets at the contact, fisting in them as his breath hitches 


when Axl wraps a loose fist around him. 


A soft whimper spills forth from Sebastian's lips, eyes fluttering shut when Axl twists his wrist around the 


man's tip. Blue eyes take in the way teeth sink into the younger singer's lower lip; his face twists in arousal, 


while precum beginning to drip from the tip and pool along Ax's hand only backs up what his expression 


implies. 


Its almost funny how fucking simple the blonde is. All it takes is a few minutes of a decent handjob to get the 
guy moaning and bucking his hips upward, one hand reaching up to fist in Axl's hair and the other clamping 
hard with a death grip on his shoulder. Groupies all talked, none of them having much etiquette when it came 
to kissing to telling- yet of all the stories Ax heard of Baz, he'd never once had anyone mention the singer 
practically gagging for his partner to hurry up and do something already. 


Not that it's a bad thing 


In fact, Axl takes it as a compliment when the hand on his shoulder falls away to fumble at the nightstand. It 
takes only a minute for Baz to find the lube left in the same place it always was, just to the right of the table 
lamp. Its then being thrusted against the ginger's chest, brown eyes opening to giving a pleading look. 


"Fuck me now, please." It comes out as more of a demand than an offer, but with the way Axl's cock jumps at 


the sweetly murmured words, he chooses to overlook it. 


His hand glides up all the way past Baz's tip then, causing the man to shiver while Axl uses the already slick 
hand to grab the bottle. He pops the cap on the bottle, sitting up to balance himself without using an elbow. He 
begins to squeeze a dollop of the clear gel out to rub along his fingers. It's only when reaching down to start 


prep though that Baz decides to let on to a little secret he'd been keeping. 


"Uh so Axl, l- uhhh," Baz trails off when Axl's index finger circles his opening, a bashful sort of blush on his 


cheeks. 


Axl quirks a brow. It wasn't like Sebastian to get cold feet- the first time they'd slept together was the first 
and only time it had happened. He tries to piece together an explanation but none comes to mind, so instead 
blue eyes meet brown ones once again- when he doesn't receive any sort of request to pause, Ax takes the 
opportunity to sink his first finger in.. 


And its easy, he meets no resistance. Curiously, he adds a second finger- and again it goes in smooth. 
Sebastian sighs in content above him, but there's no strong reaction like what two fingers right away should 
elicit. Baz has already been worked open obviously, and the gears in Axl's mind begin turning. He can think of a 


variety of reasons for this; when he opens his mouth to question about the one which would bother him the 


most, Baz cuts him off. 


"Surprise! |- uh, kinda prepped myself before coming," Sebastian's voice is soft, looking shy as he explains 
himself. "I just, uh- well.. | was really hoping we'd do t-this so | thought I'd make things a little quicker." 


Axl believes Baz. The blonde was far too loyal to get attention from someone else- plus he'd been glued to Ax 
since he got through the doorway, the ginger needing to shove him off just so he could close the curtains and 
ensure they had privacy. Sebastian really was just that eager to fuck.. and Axl can't help but find the 


sentiment arousing 


"You're such a litte slut," Axl hums in a sweet tone, smirking down to Baz 


"Your little slut," The blonde proudly corrected, giggling. 


"N' don't you forget it” 


With that Axl was reaching for the lube once more, except this time he was spreading the slick substance 
along his length. He ran his hand along it a few times, ensuring he was coated thoroughly and then eased 
himself back down to rest on his elbows yet again. He guided his length to align it with Sebastian's entrance, 
pushing his hips forward every so slightly- just enough to keep it in place so he could remove his hand. 


"Ready, sugar?" Axl questioned, voice low as he gazed down with a lustful look. Baz nodded fervently, and that 


was more than enough to spur the ginger on 


Hips pushed forward just a bit more, his tip sliding in with a slight pop. Reflexively the blonde gasps at the 
intrusion, but when Axl gazes down in a wordless effort to find out if he should continue, Sebastian nods once 


more to express permission. 


Axl feeds him his length inch by inch, allowing the whole thing to slowly sink further in until his hips meet the 
swell of Baz's ass. Only then does he pause, leaning down to offer kisses to both of his lover's cheeks and lips 
accompanied by sweet praise of how gooa the man was doing. Sebastian's muscles flutter around the ginger's 


length as he does so, drawing a sigh out of Ax at the oddly pleasant sensation. 


Its only once Baz relaxes though that Axl pulls his hips back, sliding himself a couple inches out slowly before 
pushing himself back in. His thrusts start out shallow and gentle, taking the time to give his lover a proper 
warm up. If Axl is being honest, he prefers rough fucking to this slow ‘n sensual bullshit- but Sebastian is 
always greatful for it, always purring in contentment when he's carefully pieced apart. 


Going slow has one upside, Axl determines-he can feel everything When Sebastian's muscles tense, the friction 
from his walls as Axl's length slid against them- the feelings are much more pronounced. It's enough to sate 


him for the time being, buying Axl some form of restraint as he paces himself. 


Not that it takes that much time for the man to find a good momentum. All it requires is a little patience, and 
before long Ax reaches a good tempo. Somewhere along the way Baz had thrown an arm around his neck and 
hitched his legs around the ginger, thighs lightly squeezing around the man as whimpers turn into full on 
moans- the noise almost melodic as it mixes with their laboured breaths and the muted sound of skin meeting 
skin A light sheen of sweat begins to layer them both, and Axis certain Sebastian looks best like this- a halo 


of messy blonde hair around him, face twisting in pleasure as he wantonly pleads for more. 


Just like always, Baz gets what he wants. One of Axl's hands grip tight at his lover's waist to keep him in place 
as he offers a particularly hard buck of his hips. In return Sebastian cries, loud and unabashed- surely enough 
to earn the ginger some sort of noise complaint from his bitchy neighbour... not that he particularly cares in 
the moment. Instead he's focusing on just how fucking amazing he feels, on the friction that has the tension 


building low in his stomach, and how hot it is when heels dig into his lower back. 


In a happy little coincidence, the action has Axl shifting slightly and it's then that Sebastian wails even more; 
the hand once wrapped around Axl's neck roughly fisting his hair. 


"Fuck, y-yeah- ah, r-right there, Ax!" Sebastian cries, eyes shutting tightly as Axl hammers himself directly 


against that sweet spot within him that never fails to make him unravel. 


Axl's more than happy to oblige, groaning softly as he sped up. Around him Sebastian begins to tighten, a 
telltale sign of his release drawing near. It also happens to increase the stimulation for Ax, thus bringing him 


closer to his own orgasm. He's close, another minute or two of going at this pace and he'll be done for. 


"I'm a-almost there, daddy, please" The stammers cause Axl to smirk, leaning down for a sloppy kiss- needy in 


throes of desire and the bliss he was teetering on the edge of. 


"Come for me then," Axl pants, voice husky, "don't keep me waiting, darlin.” 


All it takes is one more rut and Sebastian's complying with Axl's demand. His keens reverberate off the walls, 
deafening enough to drown out all other noises around them. Fingers untangle from Axl's long hair and instead 
claw down the man's back, and finally, he peaks. His walls clench down around Axl's length in a vice like grip, 


slowing the redhead's thrusts down forcefully as ropes of pearlescent liquid shoot across his chest. 


Sebastian's release is the last push to send Axl not just falling but catapulting overing the edge of pleasure. His 
thrusts become sloppy, hips stuttering as he gives one, two, three more before a deep groan bubbles up from 
his throat. All at once the building tension snaps and a deep wave of satisfaction hits him as he languidly fucks 
through his orgasm- not bothering to pull out, and opting for filling his partner instead. 


Every ounce of Axl's body just wants to melt against the other man, but with a glance down between them to 
view the mess he decides against it. He does allow himself a minute to suck down deep lungfuls of air, both 
men quiet as they pant for a minute until their breaths even out once more. It's then that the ginger draws 


his hips back, gently pulling himself out of Baz as he leans down to press a peck to his nose. 


Ax moves his face back then as if that were all he had to give, chuckling at the pouty look Baz shoots his way 


over it. 


"Don't look at me like that" Axl laughs a little more then, giving the man a proper kiss this time. Its nothing 
like the desperate ones they'd shared earlier, this one is gentle and /oving It conveys everything Axl never 
says, yet Baz still seems to just know. He was probably the one person who could actually read the gunner.. 


well that, or he was faithfully devoted to him without the need for any context. 


Axl doesn't think too hard about it as he rolls off the other singer, collapsing onto his overly extravagant 
sheets. He throws an arm over the side, feeling around blindly before his fingers land on soft cotton. Pulling it 
up to study the fabric he finds it's.. one of Sebastian's shirts, abandoned during one of their other rendezvous 
in which the blonde decided he'd rather steal a shirt of Axl's. 


Perfect. 


"Here, Baz," Axl lightly tossed the shirt to the blonde, watching it land on his abdomen. He wasted no time in 
cleaning himself up before balling the material up and throwing it in the direction of the laundry bin yet 
missing his mark by a whole foot. The ginger snorts, only to get playful elbowed by Baz for it. 


"Is sad you're such a terrible shot, with height like yours you coulda been a great basketball player," Axl 


teased further, wrapping an arm around Baz who curled up against him with a huff. 


"You're so mean to me, Axy. What kinda pillow talk is that?" Sebastian's voice is muffled by Axl's chest, but 
even still it's obvious he's not that broken up over it. So the ginger just shrugs easily, fingers working their 


way up to card through damp blonde strands. 


"Well it's obviously good enough. You still keep coming back for more, don't ya?" 


Baz doesn't bother to answer- both well aware that he does, and he will continue to. He saves his breath for 
more important things; tilting his head up to peck at Axl's jaw and then nuzzling closer, wrapping an arm 


around the ginger's waist. 


"Thanks Axy, for everything.’ 


